





THE MOTORIZED WORLD 
WILL APPRECIATE THIS 
LONGER-LA : RAC ,SOOF MOTOR OIL 


The high-speed, high-compression 
automobile engines of today re- 
semble, in many respects, miniature 
cracking stills. Many motor oils 
will crack and break down under 
the terrific heat and pressure de- 
veloped in the upper part of the 
cylinders, Lubrication values are 
destroyed and excessive coke de- 
posits are formed. The Texas Com- 
pany, after years of research and 
experimentation, has developed 
and has now made available to the 


motorists of America a series of 
longer-lasting motor oils that will 
not crack in the engine. They are 
offered in five grades—C, D, E, F 
and G, which correspond in body 
to the Society of Automotive Engi- 
neers (S.A. E.) viscosity ratings 
and cover a sufficiently wide range 
to give every type of automobile 
engine, old or new, the maximum 
in lubricating efficiency. They are 
all longer-lasting —they are all 
crack-proof. 


This new oil combines in perfect proportion 
‘ the following outstanding qualities 


A tougher crack-proof body 


Free-flowing qualities at zero 





Outstanding mileage 






No hard carbon 


No wax 
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THE TEXAS COMPANY oo 
Refiners of a complete line of Texaco Petroleum 
Products, including Gasoline, Motor Oil, Industrial 


Lubricants, Railroad and Marine Lubricants, Farm 
Lubricants, Road Asphalts and Asphalt Roofing. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


The census shows that the popula- And they said there’d never be an- Flies and mosquitoes really don’t 
tion of Washington has increased by other Lindbergh! get all they should out of the summer 
4.500, but doesn’t give the names of vacation period. So many of them, 


the commissions on which they are at resorts, spend so much of their time 


Prize-fighters are like these trans- “ 
indoors. 


atlantic flyers. You never know where 
they are going to land. 


serving. 


If outboard motors get much small- A financial writer says the business 
er they'll serve two purposes. You slump was caused by a change in our 
can make them run a rowboat or Prohibition may be here to stay, spending habits. Well, anyhow, a 
clamp them on the side of a bowl and _ but it seems that a lot of the enforce- change in our spending habits has 
use the propeller as a fan to cool soup. ment heads aren't. been caused by the slump. 








“Hain’t seen a swarm of bees passin’ this way, hev ye?” 
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Why the Engagement Was Broken 
Br suse she couldn’t tell the differ 


ence between a red and green 
light and thought the whole thing 
silly anyway. 

Because she knew every word of 
every popular song written since the 
Civil War and because she would in 
terrupt any conversation if she saw 
something she thought was “funny.” 

Because at least once a week she 
wanted to know how banks ever made 
any money. 

Because she would invariably cry 
at movies and then insist on going 
somewhere to dance in order to feel 
cheerful. 

Because she had been engaged four 
times before. 

Because her father lost a great deal 
of money in the stock market. 
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Wire—Yes, dear, I grazed something, but can’t you bend it back? 
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“Will ya be needing any cracked ice, Senator?” 
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News from the Summer Resorts 


"[ueee HUNDRED nature lovers at 
Kahn’s Kibitzer House organized 
a reptile study club last Tuesday eve- 


ning. Four of them left for the first 
reptile study stroll the following 
morning. 


The Interstate Commerce Commis- 
sion publishes the following reduced 
summer freight rates to the Catskill 
Mountains: Pinochle decks, 4c per 
hundred pounds; pinochle chips, 3c 
per hundred pounds; pinochle play- 
ers, free. 


Advertisement from the 
Park Tribune: ““Wanted—Man of ex- 
ceptional bravery and brilliant diplo- 
macy. One who fears nothing and 
possesses boundless tact and patience. 
The lucky man meeting these qualifi- 
cations will be appointed judge of the 
August baby parade.” 


Porgy 


The North American Carpet Works 
at Fort Wayne has just received a 
rush order to manufacture and ship 
three thousand antique Oriental rugs 
to Hagopian’s Armenian Auction 
Rooms on the boardwalk at Plunder 


Beach, N. J. 


Four thousand vacationists who 
watched the fish net being raised at 
Peterson’s Pier yesterday afternoon 
were rewarded by a view of the fol- 
lowing fascinating net haul: 3 floun- 
ders, 1 eel, 6 razor-blades (rusted), a 
polka-dot bathing cap, 1 suicidal sea 
robin and a man named Gauthier who 
was surprised while swimming under 
water. 

-Artuur L, Lippmann 
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The Meanest Guy in the World 


] 1 used to go around putting fresh 

paint signs on benches that 
hadn’t been freshly painted just so 
people wouldn't sit down. 

And if he saw anybody sit on the 
yrass, he'd eall a cop. 

He not only robbed blind men by 
dropping nickels in tin cups and tak- 
ing his change in dimes, but he’d also 
request encores from them after they 
had finished playing. 

If his dinner check came to a dol- 
lar ninety, he’d ask the waiter for two 
nickels change. 

On one occasion he refused to 
throw a drowning man a rope on the 
grounds that he thought he might be 
trying to commit suicide. 

He wouldn't steal candy from a 
baby; he’d give it more, so it would 
get sick. 

He'd sit for hours watching a piece 
of fly paper. 

He always prayed for rain; not 
that he liked the farmers more but be 
cause he liked the vacationers less. 

If he won a fellow’s last dime in a 
crap game, he wouldn’t give him car- 
fare home; he’d lend him a road map. 

He never added insult to injury; he 
multiplied it. 

And now he has his greatest oppor- 
tunity. He’s just joined the prohibi- 
tion force for special work. His job 
is to get himself into people’s good 
graces so he'll be invited to their 
homes and then to report them if they 
offer him anything to drink. 


—R. C. O’Brien 





Just to remind you—*A rainy day at a summer resort is a bad time to 
start an argument.” 
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“What is this thing called ‘Love’?” 


Thumb Exercise 


The hitch hiker stands by the road- 
side, 
Persistent, though many refuse; 
He’ll wear out the motorist’s patience, 
Before he will wear out his shoes. 


“Hey, the starter button is missing 
from your car!” 

“Yeah, I just got it back from the 
auto laundry.” 


Columnist—I hear your wife is 
planning a divorce! 

“Yes. So you can write that I am 
anticipating a blessed event!” 


It’s all right for brokers to throw 
ticker tape out of windows. That's 
better than reading it and then throw- 
ing themselves out of windows. 





In Canada 


The Northwest Mountie always 
gets his man, but he doesn’t get him 
for having a bottle. 





And those who predicted that the 
movies would remain dumb weren't so 


far wrong after all. a 


Most endurance fivers, it seems, 
won't come down until they feel sure 





they can land on the first page. 





The airplane is a wonderful thing, 
but this is the age of wonderful 
things. Just think: In a few years 
from now a busy business man, in 





Paris or London, will receive a call 
that he’s wanted in New York imme 
diately on an urgent matter. Then 





all he’ll have to do is jump in a plane 

before the next day is 

cone, he'll find himself in the wilds of Summer Wivower—Here, Chin Lee, give me a ticket 

Newfoundland. and get ’em done before the wife gets back on Monday. 
—R. C. O’Brien 


and, presto 


use no starch, 


On the Trail of the Fiend 
“Gerceant, have every available de- 


tective at headquarters at seven 
o'clock tonight!” oo 
“Okay, captain. Of course you 
don’t want to take the men off the real 
big cases?” 








“Every man, I said, sergeant!” 

“McGinty and O’Sherlock expect 
to catch those bank robbers tonight.” 

“Tell ‘em to drop that trail. This 
is more important!” 

“How about Dugan and McVance?” 

“Have ’em in here with the others.”’ 

“Well, captain, at least you'll let 
me keep Ketchum and Grabbum on 
that kidnaping case.” 
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“Not a chance! Sergeant, I just 
got a hot clue to something that will 
put the force in solid with everyone 
in this neck of the woods. I want 
every detective here. The commis- 
sioner has called in the reserves. The 
fire department is co-operating, and if 
necessary, the governor has promised 
to call out the National Guard.” 

“Sounds like the Reds might be 
planning .. .” 

“Nope. It’s just one guy. Here’s 
his photo and a full description. Give 
copies to every one of your men. Tell 
‘em to bring him in tonight at any 
cost!’ 

“Say, captain, what kind of a 
super-crook is this fella?” 

“Sergeant, we got it straight: 
That's the guy who calls up the radio 
stations every night and requests *em ; 


a 
nr Rech fl to play ‘Anchors Aweigh’ !” 


“Quick, gimme that cup. I gotta bail this darn thing out!” —Cuet JoHNnson 
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SYA HAVE TO DO IS 
GET ANOTHER BOTTLE 


4A TOP AT THE DAIRY 

AN’ ILL FIX YA UP 
S0’S YA MOTHER’LL 
NEVER BE THE 





« 
op 2 3 a4, 
1.7 *3 


Vise 


Z 


4» 
Z a “i 
I edger 
7 Kflie 2 


GIDE ELY 
V peggy 
Ch) 7 
‘f/f, 


Fx 


A 

















ee re 








JUDGE 
The Endurance Fliers 


By Jack Cluett hy 
‘Tre solemn, grease-stained young brothers, A \n i 
wearing the conventional beards of endur- e | \ 
ince fliers, sat huddled around an oak table y + 
in an upstairs bedroom. Every now and then . 
one of the brothers would scribble a note and { yy 1 W\ 
toss it out of the window. Every four hours | }| } y 
one brother would pace nervously around the / j 
room while the other brother would snatch a Po ‘ } 
nap on the floor under the bed. \ \ \ 


Except for 4‘ | \ | 
the steady hum of the electric fan, all was | 1} \\ \ 
silent IL \ 


“This can’t last much longer,” Ce 





Kenneth pulled shade. 
“Walter and Albert are trying to make con- 
tact!” he exclaimed, peering out into the fog. 
“I'll drop them a note, asking for oil.” 


up the window 


“Better ask for a pair of pajamas, a roast 
chicken and the latest copy of Red Book, 
too,” suggested John. 

“They're sending up a hose!”” Kenneth 
said. 

“Send it back to them—we don’t want a 
hose.” 

Kenneth said: “I think we better take it, 
because it was cooked specially by Irene. We 
don’t want Irene to think we don’t appreci- 

ate her hoses.” 


John said. “We've been up here = ere 3 “Remind me to tell mother 
for close on to 4,000 hours, and - aay Gry to wash this shirt when the 
sooner or later we'll have to go YY beg 3 LE <= flight’s over,” said John. “It’s 
downstairs.” \\ Pts rm! pe AX e : all spattered with oil from 

Kenneth said: “Are you getting \Y [- \VF - ~tnAa that damn fan.” 
tired or are you afraid one of the v | KS —— “Sayys> Kenneth said: “I can't 
rafters will break ana catapult us A KS \ / P A " hear you—the motor’s mak- 
into the cellar?” \ | \¥  ) "Se ae 4 L AL ing such a racket.” 

“Neither,” replied John. “I’m NY | ) i. “I'd better write you a 
afraid the refueling crew down- ‘w)\ \ ] / at n 4, A note,” John replied. ‘Ask 
stairs might want to go to the ge // 7 \ YK! 7 the downstairs crew to send 
movies some night and we would be iy) 44 1 — ~ up a pencil and paper so | 
unable to establish contact.” | \ \ . can write you a note to re 

“I’m getting used to the roar,” 4} j / Pp mind me to tell mother to 
said Kenneth, dropping a note out <Y <>) bee wash this shirt when the 
the window. wf : ” ’ “ty flight’s over.” 


John said: “It’s getting dark— 
do you think we ought to pull down 
the shades and go to a higher alti- 


: ype version, 
tude, up in the attic? 


The Three Graces—ancient and modern 
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“How can I drop them a 
note asking for something 
when I can’t hear you?” Ken- 
neth asked. 
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HERE’S SOMETHING CUTE IN EGG-BEATERS! FLOURISHED THE FLOOR-WALKER 


Will one of you little momzers ask Lord Shrubley to wipe the pathos from his face before going into the 
bathos? “You're a locksmith, are you?” scathed the sergeant. “What were you doing in that gambling joint 
we just pulled?” “I was making a bolt for the door,” trembled the trash. Since Lord and Taylor told the 
gals it’s smart to be shifty, none of ’em will even look you in the eye. 
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Green Postures 


John said: “You snatch a nap. I'll 
pull Irene’s roast chicken up on a 
string and then you can relieve me.” 

Four hours later Walter and Albert, 
who had just established their 849th 
contaet with the endurance fliers in 
the bedroom, sent up a note saying: 
“The rear wing of the house is leak 
ing. Do you want to come down or 
shall we send up a plasterer?” 

“Tf the floor doesn’t collapse, we'll 
be up here until next Christmas,” was 
the terse reply. 

John said later: ““Maybe we should 
have had Irene bake us an extra 
chicken in case a plaste rer comes up.” 

“The Stingy-Detroiter is certainly 
a wonderful house,” said Kenneth, 
shaving off a two-months’ beard. 

“Yes,” agreed John, “but if it 
weren't for Irene and the other two 
boys in the kitchen where’d we be?” 

Kenneth said: ‘I'd be over in 
Childs eating a stack of wheats... . 
Think of it! Grinding out 7,503 hours 
up here on nothing but roast chicken 
and pieces of hose.” 

“Maybe the oven will break and 
we'll be forced down,” said John. 

Kenneth pulled up a note on the 
end of a hose: “Albert and Walter 
say we're being sued,” he said, eating 
the note. 

“We'd better come down,” John 
said. “Couldn’t we sneak down the 
back stairs? Then, if mother’s guests 
break through the police lines and 
start running out across the front hall 
after us we can taxi around and duck 
into the pantry.” 

Kenneth looked out of the window. 
“Sereen’s plugged!” he exclaimed. 

“It’s those damn bugs and flies,” 
John replied. 

“Well,” said Kenneth, “slip into a 
dressing gown, blow out the lamp and 
we'll zoom down, unannounced.” 
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Times Change 
YY uat do you want to mix with 


it?” 

“Nothing!” 

“Y’ drinking that stuff straight, 
sister?” 

“You heard me, big boy.” 

“Say, what’s the idea? Y’ going 
bugs or something ?”’ 

“Straight, buddy. A big glass and 
fill her up, too!” 

“Migosh, what’s this world com- 
ing to?” 

“Never mind about that, just start 
pouring.” 

““Ho-hum. Well, what you say goes, 
lady, but whoever heard of anyone 
drinking ginger-ale straight!” 

Cuet JOHNSON 
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“Fresh thing—what did he say?” 

“He said not to forget to replace the fairway!” 
ai 


















































The week-enders trying to get by the boss to catch an early train. 
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Neo-Einstein Stirs Savants! 
By S. J. Perelman 


= Aw I speaking to Professor Motley 
“4 Throng?” 

A tall gentleman with a proud bear- 
ing—he explained afterward that his 
other bearings were at the garage 
being ground—looked up at my dis- 
creet query. 

“Why, ves,” he smiled infectiously, 
“T am heel of whom you speak. Come 
in, if you pleel.”’ I stepped eagerly 
into the famous inventor’s study. One 
look at Professor Throng confirmed 
my first impression. He had “class” 
written all over him; it was scrawled 


JUDGE 


on his nose, his elbow, and even his 
left leg. I caught my breath between 
cupped hands and bowed. 

“Your servant, Professor Throng,” 
I said smoothly. “I am Conrad 
Gooly, Photographic Editor of JupGe. 
May I have a short statement from 
you?” 

“Certainly,” replied the  investi- 
gator graciously. ‘How about ‘Gold- 
fish are often found surrounded by 
glass ve ssels’?” 

“My error, Professor,’ I apolo- 
gized. “I should have said I wanted 
a short statement regarding your new 
photographic discovery which has set 
the Thames on fire.” 
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GOBLETS SNIVELLED THE SALTS 


I know you’re at loggerheads with the family, Irma, but the office 
won’t let me come down there for the week-end. “Look here, stupid!” 
bawled his daughter’s father. “Did that young snake kiss you last 
night?” “No,” drawled her father’s daughter. “He came all the way 
from Valparaiso to ogle the goldfish!” Even if the rain is coming down 
in sheets, the least you can do is fold them neatly on the bed, you slob. 
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“Oh, you mean my apparatus for 
developing the film on teeth,” replied 
the Professor, draining his malted 


milk and giving me a vigorous egg 
nod. ‘Well, it all goes back to one 
night when I was jilted by Irma Vol- 
taire. You knew her, of course?” I 
murmured assent. Who indeed had 
not known this regal creature, this 
woman of the magnificent tawny eyes! 
Even among mere youths like myself 
tales were told of this splendid charm- 
er’s animal magnetism. 

“I had offered her everything If 
possessed,” resumed the Professor. 
“My shooting preserves in Scotland, 
my raspberry preserves in Wales, and 
my candied quinces in Wilkesbarre, 
Pennsylvania. You knew Pennsyl- 
vania, of course?” I murmured as- 
sent. Who indeed had not known this 
splendid state, rich in natural mineral 
oils and untold lard mines? Even 
among mere youths like myself tales 
were told of Pennsylvania, the Mother 
of Presidents. 

“She would have none of me,” ad- 
mitted Professor Throng moodily. 
“Finally in desperation I offered her 
two shares in Senator Borah. She 
blenched; I knew that she was weak- 
ening and offered her a course in ele- 
mentary and advanced Heflin at the 
State University, with her room rent 
and tuition free. She was panting. 
But resolute creature that she was, 
she would not yield. 

‘You cad,’ were her only words. 

“*You fool,’ I threw at her without 
thinking. I saw her wince. ‘Pardon 
me, your wince is showing,’ I added 
spitefully, my teeth bared in a snarl. 
She hastily fixed it and turned on me, 
surveying me intently. 

“ “Now I can never marry you,’ she 
ground out. ‘My wince may show, 
but who would marry a man with an 
undeveloped film?’ 

“That set me thinking, Gooly,” 
went on the Professor without a pre- 
amble. ‘“‘And when——’” 

“Just a moment, Professor,” I in- 
terrupted. “Here, have a preamble.” 
The Professor selected one from my 
pigskin case and lit it thoughtfully, 
its fragrant clouds filling the room. 

“As I say, it set me thinking,” he 
continued. ‘And when the first faint 
cracks of dawn came through my win- 
dow, I just told the dawn to stop its 
cracks and go home to bed. My prob- 
lem was solved. I had discovered the 
Throng Principle of Tooth-Film Pho- 

tography. In one swell foop—excuse 
me, in one fell swoop—I had discov- 
ered the secret which savants had 


(Continued on page 32) 
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IN ANCIENT TIMES 
The Life Saver 
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In Bellingham, Wash an 


ington, there is a lax 
” ‘ . . 
’ = that a lady in dancing 

must not take more 


than three steps back 





ward at a time. 





a 
In Penn- 
sylvania a 
non-citizen 
can own 
property 
= but cannot 
_- ownadog. 
> 
In Connecticut, 
Florida, Kansas, 
South Carolina, 
Texas, Missis- 
sippi and Vir- 
ginia duelists are 
disqualified from ; 
voting. 
4 
7 





In Nebraska it is against the law to smoke a cigarette 
In New York it is illegal to have a gate that while seated at a counter or table in any place serving 
opens outward. food, but it is all right to smoke while standing. 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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Untidy Distribution 


wo speeches at the great World 

Power Conference in Berlin got 

wide publicity, for different rea- 
sons. And the perfect contrast be- 
tween them is significant. 

One was the speech of Ambassador 
Sackett. 
of power. He said: “I know no 
other manufacturing industry where 
the sale price of the product to the 
great mass of consumers is fifteen 


His theme was the high cost 


times the actual cost of production.” 
Power magnates howled with pain. 
But Sackett knows his stuff. He spoke 
deliberately, even after Samuel Insull 
had tried to shut him up. As the New 
York Times said, “Like a once famous 
assertion about the ease with which 
efficient management on the railroads 
could save a million dollars a day, 
Mr. Sackett’s calculated indiscretion 
will stir debate on a subject that needs 
ig 

The other speech was by Sir Arthur 
Eddington. “I am going to tantalize 
you,” he said, ‘‘with a vision of vast 
supplies of energy, far surpassing the 
wildest desires of the engineer—re 
sources so illimitable that the idea of 
fuel economy is not to be thought of.” 
Then quite calmly he set forth the 
claims for the energy stored in the 
atom. “There is enough energy in a 
drop of water to furnish 200 horse- 
power fora year.’ Some day, he said, 
ift- his vision comes true, the whole 
year’s supply of fuel for a generating 
station of 100,000 kilowatt capacity 
can be carried in a teacup. And with 
this “glimpse of the fog-bound frontier 
of knowledge where we are awaiting 
expectantly a ray of light to dispel 
the obscurity,” he conceded that the 
study of sub-atomic energy is still in 
“a very untidy state.” 

Untidy though it be, the state of the 
study of power is perfect symmetry as 
compared to the state of the distribu- 
tion of power and of everything else. 
Laboratory and observatory are baf- 
fled by mighty unknowns. But busi- 
ness and polities, faced with the known 
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facts of distribution—the existence of 
goods and the widespread need for 
them—have contrived a mad chaos. 
Perhaps no human blunder has ever 
been so stupid or so expensive. We 
prate of “over-production” when there 
are millions in want. We tolerate 
the fixing of prices by the cruel 
and capricious “law” of supply and 
demand. Our towns teem with unem 
ployed when there is endless work 
crying to be done. And when some- 
body like Ambassador Sackett calls 
attention to an unconscionable cost of 
distribution, our only retort is that 
bananas cost the consumer as much as 
.500 times their cost at the tree! 

Even the discovery of sub-atomic 
energy, if it ever comes, won't help 
much unless in the meantime we get 
some sensible solution of the far sim- 
pler problem of distribution. 


Senatorial Costume 
Feemenns made on this page about 


the costume worn by senators from 
Texas—the broad black hat and the 
stringy black tie—caught the eve of a 
journalist in that State, and he writes: 

“I recently had lunch with one of 
our senators in Washington, and while 
I was born and reared in Texas, I was 
astonished at the regalia you so ac- 
curately describe—plus the old square- 
toed black shoes. I have lived in many 
portions of the State, and have trav- 
eled frequently in the others, and I 
have never seen such garb except on 
the old-school politician. That one of 
our senators should adopt it for wear 
in Washington, and so keep alive so 
many mistaken impressions of the 
State, is quite beyond me. It is on 
a par only with the antics of sedate 
and sober Texas business men who go 
North and East in big hats and with 
loud noises. 

“And in view of the fact that, I 
feel sure, Texas will never divide, it 
does seem that there should be some 
way by which we can make two sena- 
tors wear the clothes of normality, as 
they do at home. 
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“Tf editorials in JupGe can do this, 
keep it up!” 

It may afford some comfort to 
Texans to know that members of 
Congress from other States also affect 
these queer habiliments. They are the 
uniform of the politician, the man-of 
the-people. By contrast, the states 
man wears the silk hat, quite as 
Come to think of it, if we 
start any sartorial crusade at all, it 
will be against the silk stovepipe, 
which of all habiliments is the most 
uncomfortable, insecure, fragile and 
unlovely. 


comical. 


What Is Art? 
A prize for the best definition of 


art was awarded to Mrs. John 
Sloan, who wrote: “Art is that beauty 
which the imagination has created and 
which awakens in the observer an 
emotion of pleasure similar to that of 
the creator.” 

Several people on whom we have 
tried that don’t agree. They point to 
art which obviously fails to awaken 
in the observer an emotion anything 
like what the artist felt. Sometimes 
the effect is quite the contrary. Mod 
ern painting has led to frequent sad 
misunderstandings between the artist 
and his public. Modern music, struck 
out in the fire of the composer’s soul, 
has even caused angry riots when per 
formed. Poets such as Gertrude Stein 
and E. E. Cummings (our proof-room 
insists upon the capitals) never do 
seem to be wholly en rapport with 
their readers. 

Quite seriously it may be main- 
tained that your true artist creates for 
his own sake without regard to ob- 
server or audience. He craves self- 
expression and that alone, caring not 
whether even one other person in the 
whole wide world can share his rap- 
tures. Perhaps that was the reason 
ing of Mrs. Sloan’s distinguished hus- 
band, who submitted his own defini- 
tion: “Art is the creative urge of life’s 
consciousness.” 


R. J. W. 
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) No Need for It 


When a person crosses over the 
line from Ontario to the United States 
he can throw away his liquor permit. 


Mussolini says that he can get 
: around any obstacle in front of him. 
We'd like to see him try to get around 
i one of those moving van trucks on a 





narrow road. 


j And Professor Einstein Savs space 
has become the most important thing 
in man’s thoughts. Yes, professor, and 

it becomes more important when you 
| discover a few hours later that it was 
beside a fire hydrant. 


Sue—That wisecracker I went out 
with last night certainly tickled my 





; risibilities. 
) Flue—Well, I hope you slapped Now that television has become practical the artist’s wife is no longer 
: 


him! jealous of his models. 


The Write Sign ‘ 


[**- Jounson helped her husband 
. remove his coat. 

“I’m terribly disappointed — in 
Billy,” she said. 

“What’s wrong with him now?” 
asked Mr. Johnson. 

“His penmanship,” explained Mrs. 
Johnson. “He writes with a terrible 
scrawl. Remember, dear, that child 
is no longer an infant. Billy is going 
on ten. He certainly should be able 
to write a legible hand by now. Look 
how he signs his name on this letter 
he’s writing to his Uncle Dudley.” 

Mr. Johnson put on his glasses and 





gazed at the slip of paper. The words 
“Billy Johnson” looked like a blend 
of Russian, Gaelic, and Egyptian 
hieroglyphics, retaining the worst fea 
tures of each. Long Mr. Johnson 
studied the screed and then a smile of 
paternal pride illuminated his coun 
tenance. 

“Wonderful!” he exulted. “Mar 
velous! That boy is headed for Big 
Things. Some day he is going to be 
the mainspring, the human dynamo, 
the driving force behind an interna- 
tionally famous corporation. Already 





and he’s only ten, mind you, he has 
achieved the illegible signature of a 
twenty-five-thousand-dollar-a-year ex 


A. 'E. 1. 


ecutive.” 














Those 


were naturally reluctant to leave the 


Chicago endurance flyers 


safety of the clouds and come down 
“Tey, men, she’s undressing with the window shades up again.” within range of the rangsters’ guns. 


14 





Microphone Madness 


T= Classic Melodies Hour 

“The Melodic Symphony Orches- 
tra will deviate for a few moments 
from its accustomed classical routine 
and will play a special tonal sym- 
phonic arrangement of that popular 
air ‘Happy Days Are Here Again.’ ” 


A 
The United Motors Family Hour 
“Vacation time is here! Get out 
vour Pioneer Eight and take the fam- 
ily out into the countryside. The United 
Motors Orchestra will speed your joy- 
ous party on its way with « pastoral 
version of that brand-new number, 
Happy Days Are Here Again,’ ” 
The Dunko Coffee Hour 
“Hello, Dan. Why the great big 
1 smile? Had a raise?” 


“No, Bill. I just drank a cup of 
Dunko coffee and now I know that 
‘Happy Days Are Here Again.’ Let 


her go, fellows!” 


Mowzie and His Gang 
“Hello, everybody. God bless you 
i and keep you all. I have a brand- 
new surprise for you tonight. Little 
Gladys Patrick is going to sing for 
you, and folks I wish you could 
see her. Talk to the folks, won’t you, 
Gladys? ‘Hullo, folks.’ There you 
are. Isn’t she sweet? Well, Gladys 
is going to sing our closing number. 
Before I go I want to wish you all 
godspeed and be sure you come to our 
theatre this week. Now, Gladys, what 
are you going to sing? ‘Happy Days 
Are Here Again.’ Isn’t that nice? 
All right, Gladys, everybody is listen- 
ing, and remember .. . Moxie is right 
here by your side.” —Rex Drange “See, darling, daddy can’t reach it.” 





The Modern Touch 


“Now you put a big streak across 
+* the center.” 

“Say, won't that...” 

“Go ahead and do what I tell you. 
Next we take this little spot and 
smear it out like this.” 

“Gosh! I thought you said there 
was real art to this.” 

“Of course there is! See this little 
dab here? Well, you smear it over 
this way. Next you blur this part 
with smooth, sweeping strokes.” 

“By golly, it beats me. When we 
get through, who'll be able to see 
through it? You modern guys...” 

“Say, listen: What if they can’t see 
through it? We don’t get anything 
for cleaning off windshields at this 





gas station, so why not smudge ’em up 
a little?” 
How No. 56842 made good his escape. —Cuet JoHNson 
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r Hose persons who do not go to 
burlesque shows are full of a 
firm conviction that the 

on tap in such divertissements is very 

low, very juicy and eminently rough. 

The legend has enjoyed a life pecu- 

liarly unjustified by the facts. Not 

only is the humor generally quite in- 
nocent; it is only on very rare occa- 
sions that it gets within even hailing 
distance of much of that retailed in 
the Broadway pastimes. By way of 
substantiating the truth of today’s 
lantern-slide lecture, I bade my col- 

Rev. Dr. Ferdi- 

nand Johnson, Harvard ’08, to make 

the rounds of the burlesque emporia, 
to take notes and to make known his 
findings for your delectation and in- 
struction. 

Rev. Johnson proudly reports that 


humor 


ored assistant, the 


he has covered forty-six burlesque 
shows, including ‘“‘Cracker-Jacks,” 
“Hindu Belles,” “Naughty Nifties,” 
“Whoopee Girls,” “Sugar Babies,” 
“Step Lively, Girls,” ‘‘Radium 


Queens,” “Moonlight Maids,” “Dainty 
Dolls,” “French Models,” “‘Dimpled 
Darlings,” “Ginger Girls,” “High 
Flyers,” “Kuddling Kuties,” “Lid 
Lifters,” “‘Mischief Makers,” “Pretty 
Babies,” “Social Maids,” “Speed 
Girls” and “Puss Puss.” The only 
semi-rough jokes he heard in the 
whole forty-six, including “The Girls 
From the Follies,” “The Girls From 
the Moulin Rouge” and the Girls 
From Everywhere Else But Akron, 
Ohio, were the following: 
1, 
“I’m going with a 
guy now, dearie, 
love with both 


Babe La Tour: 
deaf-and-dumb 
and he makes 
hands.” 

Belle La Belle: “Say, kid, that guy 
may be deaf, but he ain’t dumb!” 


2. 


Soubrette: ““We’ve had a miracle up 
at our house.” 

Tezzy Cohen: “Yes, and vat?” 

Soubrette: “I’ve got a baby 
brother and ma says a fairy brought 
it. 


new 
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3. 
Fifi: “Are you goin’ to be busy to- 
night?” 
Gaby: “I dunno. Zis is my first date 
wiz him.” 


4. 


O’Brien: “Do yez know what the line 
of least resistance is, swate one?” 


Mlle. Allah: “Yes.” 
O’Brien: “That's right, begorra! 


Surely, when it comes to the warm 


stuff, these sound pretty Sunday- 
school compared with the mots in 
“It’s a Wise Child,” “Lost Sheep” 


and other such Broadway deviltries. 

The leading humor in the burlesque 
shows, Rey. Johnson goes on to re- 
port, is- the standardized 
pants-seat wallops, seltzer sprayings 
and garter-peekings—largely devoted 
to such relatively innocuous subjects 
as inebriety. kissing in the dark, wom- 
en’s propensity for gold-digging, the 
theoretical virility of ice-men, love- 
making in taxi-cabs and the lack of 
excitement one finds in one’s wife. In 
six of the shows the Rev. Johnson 
heard the one beginning “I know a 
place where women don’t wear any 
thing except a string of beads,” with 
the query, “Where?”, and the answer, 
“Around their necks.” In five he 
was presented with the bewhiskered: 
“Don’t you trust in Providence?” 
“Naw, and what’s more, I don’t trust 
in no city.” In eight he was re- 
quested to laugh at the one about 
“What's your wife goin’ to give you 
for your birthday?” and the retort, 
“T don’t know what I can afford yet!” 
And in no less than two dozen, he in- 
forms me, he heard the rich one that 
“That tenor reminds me of 
Hoover’—‘“But Hoover ain’t no 
singer’ —“‘Well, neither is that tenor.” 

Desirous of finding at least one 
sample of hot jocosity in the bur- 
lesque halls, Rev. Johnson reports 
that he went in desperation to one of 
the “special” Thursday night per- 
formances. These performances— 
the night sometimes varies—are sup- 
posed to be more fruitful in exotic 


save for 


goes: 
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5 SADE ACR 


NATHAN 


humor than the others. At the show 

in question, the height of sassiness 

was reached in the three appended 
wheezes: 
i. 

Mlle. Frou-Frou: “Whipping kids 
don’t do no good. I wuz never 
spanked but onct in my life, and 
that wuz fer being good.” 


Finkelstein: “Vell, baby, it cured 
you!” 
2. 


Betty Bootleg: “So you say your new 


stenographer is young and will- 
ing?” 
Reggie Van Astorbilt: “Well, she 


. , ’” 
ain t so very young. 


3. 
Miss Violet: “Jack took me out riding 
in his new car last night.” 
Miss Dottie: “How far did you go?” 
Miss Violet: “That ain’t none of your 
damn business !”’ 


The rest of the witticisms on this 
particularly hot occasion, my assist- 
ant reports, consisted in the one about 
the wife’s divorcing her husband for 
incompatibility because he always 
woke up at about two o’clock in the 
morning and wanted to go home; the 
one about the sudden increase in the 
population after Deacon Tutwiler’s 
daughter got married because ten of 
the boys came back home; the one 
about the man who boasts he has a 
broad acquaintance and the inquiry as 
to her name; the one about the girl 
friend who gives the comedian a pain 
in the neck, with the comedian show 
ing her teeth marks to prove it: and 
the one about men being nice thing 
to have around the house, provided 
your husband doesn’t come in sud- 
denly. To say nothing of the one: 
“Could I interest you in a Ford?” 
“Say you, you couldn’t interest me in 
a Rolls-Royce !”; the one: “Didja take 
your gal home last night?” “Nix, I 
left her at her house’’; the one about 
the girl who was called Niagare be- 
cause she falls so easily; the other 
one: “I want a hat,” “Let me show 

(Continued on page 27) 
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( Nzen Cove, L. 


¢ ear through four 


_ K. 
el } 
, 1+, £4 pany has entered 
of J | and four milkmen. 
by reporters of 
i 


said. 


nado left the rest 


one citizen, Mr. 
Neighbors rushed 


a trip,” he said. 


sailed today with 


tries. There was 


by half a minute. 





“Jeeps, just run over there and make sure we ain’t never been here before.” burglars had held 


They Got Him at Last 
~—e H hear about Hashface Tony?” 


“Say, yuh don’t mean... .” 

“Yep. They got him at last.” 

“In his joint?” 

“Nope. Took him for a ride.” 

“Those two guys that have been 
closing in on him for a week?” 

“That's them. Tony said he'd hang 
before they'd muscle in on his profits.’ 

“But they finally got him, huh?” 

“Yep. Took him for a ride last 
night, persuaded him to drive and, 
after he’d ridden about two miles he 
gave in, signed on the dotted line and 
drove the car right home to show the 
wife.” 
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The Hit and Run Driver goes to sea! 


Good News 


Stocks Drop 10-20 Points; Bankers 
\ Say Reaction “Healthy’- 
Headline 
Shortly after 
midnight last night Miss Emma 
| Holstein drove her sixteen cylinder 
were waiting for a train to pass. Miss 
Holstein was taken to the hospital 
with a fractured leg and the milk com- 
for $100,000 


pending suit, Mr. Holstein, aroused 
from a sound sleep, laughed heartily. 
“It'll do the youngster 


Palestine, Texas.—A freak tornado 
hit town yesterday and doubled its 
way through the streets for twenty 
seconds, seizing one 
i —¥ and a mule and depositing them some- 
where north of Oklahoma. 


touched and by a strange coincidence 
the house, store and mule belonged to 


Jones, as his wife was in the departed 
house, but he received them 
humor. “Sarah’s been wanting to take 


New York City.—The 
bound for Germany and distant coun- 


the pier because of the late arrival of 
Lemiel Porton, who missed the boat 


owns a butcher shop at Amsterdam 
Avenue, had intended to spend the 
summer visiting Europe and had been 
4/0 || saving for the trip for thirty vears. 
. He was delayed, he explained, because 





ein 





+) 


“We mustn’t forget, dear today we have to bottle the home-brew!” 


dynamited his safe. Officials at the 
dock tried to make arrangements to 
book Mr. Schultz on the next liner, 
but he just laughed. ‘“‘Shucks,” he 
said, “I'd just as soon spend the sum 
mer in the city where there's always 


something going on. 


Hollywood, California.—Miss Lu- 
cille La Lune, All-Omega County, 
Nevada, beauty, who arrived here re- 
cently, informed the press that she 
had given up all hope of a movie ca 
reer. Miss La Lune’s mother admit 
ted that her daughter’s screen test had 
not been up to expectations, but both 
mother and daughter seemed elated 
over the outcome and emphatically 
stated that they would not again ap 
proach a movie producer. “T don’t 
want to star in the old movies, any- 
way,” said Miss La Lune. “I'd rather 
work on the farm. It’s so much 
healthier.” —P. L. 


Red Hot! 


“This farm is going to the dogs,” 
beamed Hiram as he put the finishing 
touches on his roadside stand. 


Politeness will not become extinct 
as long as there are independent groc- 
ers with chain stores on either side of 
them. 


Some people park their cars so long 
they must be watching endurance 
fivers set a new record. 


Then there’s the speakeasy owner 
who is so hard boiled the cops have 
to pay for their drinks. 
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Why I’ve Made My Last Trip 
to Montreal 


fue slightly hackneyed toasts over 


the first bottle of Canadian ale. 

The slightly tight tenor who sang 
“I’m a Dreamer, Montreal!” 

The references to coast guards 
every time the car back-fired. 

The funny postcards sent back 
home. “The weather is fine, although 
we have had some ale,” and so forth. 

The remark that one thing about 
Canadian liquor, you never have a 
hangover the next morning. 

The hangover the next morning. 

The decision not to try to bring 
back any liquor at all to avoid trouble 
at the border. 

The customs officer who didn’t even 
search the car but said “O. K. Go 
ahead!” —ArTHUR SILVERBLATT 





Exhibit “A” in Plaintiff’s suit for breach of promise, 
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Hang-Kow, China.—Decadence in art deplored by Brussels, Belgium.— Influence of 
critic. Modern painters do not compare with old American Educational System already 
masters, says Dr. Dang-Big-Tung, decrying super- visible on Belgian colleges, says King 

ficiality of the times. Albert. 
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“In war the fighting man hates no one,” says Psychologist. “It is the stay-at-homes who hate.” 
next war be fought by the haters? 
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Add Homewreckers 


aY brainstorm-idea (business of 
" bows) to give a lease-breaking 
party when the landlord refuses to 
break the lease went so big that not 
only did the estimable Doctor Rock- 
well “borrow” it for a Camel] Pleasure 
Hour, but it has suggested another 
Saturday Night for Sadists. So. 
Thousands are being asked daily to 
move, owing to “Building Coming 
Down.” Why don’t they, under such 
notice, turn around and give a Demo- 
lition Party? Which means they in- 
vite all their friends to come and 





\AITH A PAID-/N-ADVANCE TOURIST, AND DISGNERING HER TO 
BE A BACKSEAT DRINER ALONG ASQT BUFFALO -Tstc!? 


bring their own crowbars, fire axes, 
matches, dynamite or picks. Then, 
instead of curbing the guest’s normal 
instinct for destruction, he is request- 
ed to let out and help the wreckers 
by removing mantelpieces, floors, ceil- 
ings, plumbing and spare bedrooms. 
(Ritzier guests may bring their own 
eyetalians to do the physical side of 
the smashing.) Be careful, however, 
not to have the front wall go and re- 
veal everything to a passing spy for 
the Homewreckers’ Union. 


Interior Decorating Dep’t 


4 Naren is, *tseems, an Indiana woman 

who, too wealthy to exercise her 
native instinct for operating a Crazy 
House, puts everything into her home, 
which is modernistic with a capital M. 
Sitting yourself (with girl) on a com- 
fortable isosceles triangle for a téte-a- 


téte, your fiendish hostess presses a 
button, and down a slide for two you 
go. Or, enter a nook for a maiden’s 
meditation, and another button directs 
you down a set of bumping stairs, etc. 
Fortunately all roads lead to a bar. 
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The gag here, however, lies in its 
being a circular bar without exit— 


ao 
— 


until your hostess plies you with Kau 
de vie and presses another button. 

They do say a foreign Countess of 
note has a circu- 
lar bedroom. 
The bed is sur- 
rounded by a 
wall on which 
there is a paint- 
ed forest glade 
mural. But from 
behind the trees 
in the scene peep 
the eves of in- 
numerable ani- 
mals. 

And there is a 
woman in Long 
Island who has 
so far advanced the pleasures of bath- 
ing—she has a special bathroom sup- 
plied with baths, reading shelves, 
music, soft lights, and two bathtubs. 


—i Le Fre ae 


| 


= 


With her visiting lady guest in the 
other tub, she passes a happy hour 
with all the comforts of the old Ro 
man Baths on a small seale. 

It is, of course, Ed Graham’s idea 
for a modern bedroom which will con 
sist of a bed which fills the whol 
room and two trapezes. 


Pardon! My Error! 
A FRIEND who had occasion to go 


from one state to another was 
stopped at the state line by an officer 
of the law. The o. of the |. looked at 
him sternly and said: “Got any corn?” 
My friend, being a timid soul, trem 
blingly reached into a side pocket and 
produced a_ bottle with about two 
inches left on the bottom. Visioning 
several years behind the bars, he wait 
ed for the cop’s verdict. The cop, 
however, waved the bottle away in 
disgust. “I’m looking for corn on the 
cob full o’ corn-borers. The hell with 
that stuff!” 


Apologies, Ted Cook 


. the honeymoon is over when 


on your arrival home after work 
vour wife hits you with your carpet 
slippers, dressing gown, pipe and dog. 


Transcontinental Express 
H" is a new racket. no fooling. 
A Mr. Preciado has founded the 


(Continued on page 29) 
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“See if ya can borrow a rear acle, Bert.” 
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HE ordinary out-of-town movie- 
goer by now must conceive of 
New York as a 


peopled by stool pigeons, honest de- 


fantastic city 


tectives, beer kings, policemen, re- 
porters and beautiful cabaret singers, 
all ruled by dapper young gangster 
kings. As a matter of fact (with the 
exception of the beautiful cabaret 
singers) this is true of Times Square 
and Columbus Circle, but it is also 
that white people fled this dis- 
shortly after the first settlers 
New York may be a 
fantastic city or it may be just a damn 
nuisance, 


true 
trict 
moved to town. 
depending upon’ whether 
you live in the place or not, but there 
are certain districts with many more 
interesting characteristics than Times 
Square—in fact, in any section of 
town. 


The 


way 


latest 
barons is 


movie about the Broad 
called “The Czar of 

The dialogue sounds as 
had 


newsboy on a 


Broadway.” 
though _ it 
Hearst 
Most 


who goes about saving, “I’m a news- 


been written by a 
jag. 


reporter 


heroin 
wondrous of all is a 
paper man—something in me drives 
me to get this story 


self,” ete., 


I can’t help my- 


ete. There is something in 


most newspaper men I know that 
drives them to get their stories, but it 
isn’t ambition. Besides falling in 
love with the gangster’s girl, this 


young reporter learns that gamblers 


are gentlemen and city editors are 
cowards and cut-throats. This is sup- 
posed to be a novel ending, too. There 
isn’t much else to report except that 
the big punch comes at the end of this 
thriller when the gangster discovers 
that his young friend is a reporter— 
he discovers this when the youngster 
drops a tin badge labeled “Reporter.” 
And even newsboys know better than 
that. 

“The Czar of Broadway” is not 
fit for any more space, but I would 
like to suggest once again that if the 
boys must film so-called New York 
life they might turn to Madison or 
West End Avenue for a change. Off- 
hand. the Maharajah of Madison Ave- 
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By 
PARE LORENTZ 


nue sounds to me like a novel and in- 
teresting title. 


“Cavent Suorr” is supposed to be 

funny. It has Polly Moran in 
it, co-starring with Marie Dressler, 
and it concerns two landladies 
play the stock market. As nothing 
that Polly Moran does appeals to me 
as being funny, and as the stock mar- 
ket becomes less funny every day, I 
didn’t laugh myself silly at “Caught 
Short.” This Moran lady scems to 
tickle the fat ladies, but she is the 
most clumsy and untalented woman I 


who 


have seen in years and she is no more 
in a class with 
than Joe E. 
we. 


war-horse Dressler 


Brown can compare with 


Fields. 


) D raat poor reproduction and the 

natural faults of the talking 
movie, “Juno and the Paycock”’ is the 
most thrilling movie of the season. It 
film and it presents 
most of the Irish players who pre- 
sented this O’Casey play in America 
several ago. Unfortunately 
Arthur Sinclair is not included in the 
cast. However, Sarah Allgood 


is an English 


seasons 


(with 





Recommended 


“All Quiet on the Western Front”’— 
More propaganda than fun. 


“The Devil’s Holiday” 


I've finally lo- 
cated the f 


right title. Good fun. 


“Journey’s End’’—The best war movie 
to dats 


“Juno and the Paycock”—In this issue 


“Old and New’—You'll be hearing 
about Eisenstei: This is his latest 
work. 

“The Social Lion’”—Jack Oakie in a 
good hot-weather comedy 

“Shadow of the Law’—One of the 
few good prison movies ever made. 

“So This is London”—Will Rogers— 
which should be enough. 
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a voice and a majesty to put to shame 
the stupid-faced little clothes horses 
trotting merrily in front of our local 
cameras) again becomes Juno the all- 
mother of a festering circle of human- 
ity in a Dublin tenement. 

O’Casey is not a brilliant crafts- 
man, he merely is a great, an ecstatic 
writer. Any O’Casey play needs the 
delicate and_ skilled direction, 
the most precise and chiseled acting 
because’ the power 
through his dialogue with such in- 
tensity it is difficult at times to keep 
his men and women in focus. The 
dims the portraits of these 
people and you will have a difficult 
time following the disjointed action 
unless you have read or seen the play. 
Here the movie definitely is only a 
poor imitation of the stage play. But 
a poor reproduction of Sean O’Casey’s 
dialogue is so much better than the 
tripe we get week in and week out | 
urge you to besiege your local man 


most 


mans surges 


camera 


ager to show vou this movie. 

Where and when have you seen a 
movie that set you down in the com- 
pany of a God-forsaken crew of men 
and women, that made you feel with 
them the musty futility of their lives, 
that made vou sweat and shy with 
fear at the mere necessity of living? 
It is this writing that makes “Juno 
and the Payecock,” with all its faults, 
a thrilling movie. Listen to the Cap- 
tain’s speech about the sky, and then 
remember the prattle of “The Di- 
vorcee’’; recall the wailing mother’s 
chant that starts “Oh, God, take away 
our hearts of stone,” and then try to 
name film you have 
seen in months that caught you with 
a similar cold hand of beauty, that 
made you feel the richness of grief. 
We are fortunate to hear these lines 
in any movie. And if Mr. Knapp 
of Pennsylvania, or Dr. Heller of 
Maryland or any other of the boys 
and girls officially censor this piece of 
work I would like to be informed. 
Whether we could do anything about 
it or not, we could get mighty in 
dignant. 


one line in any 
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Svuicioe—Ahh—a breeze at last! 
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AUVGING™“ BOOKS 


‘ince Charles Boni has been doing 

such a good job with his fifty-cent 
paper-book club, we feel a little com- 
mon praise is due him. His list is much 
better than those of the big league book 
clubs. First, he has but one source to 


» 


select from, while the others take from 
all publishers. Again, he avoids pseudo- 
profundity, lavender-and-old-lace epics 
and Joan Lowell: typical big league 
intellectual hokum. He does, accord- 
ing to the best Jewish tradition, have 
a slight predilection for Irish folk 
heroes and fantasy, but we all have 
our growing pains to overcome. 
“The Golden Wind” set the half 
cart-wheels rolling into the cash 
register. An imaginative mixture of 
fantasy and present-day revolution- 
ary China, it was a sort of Oriental 
Holy Grail. ‘Frederick the Great” 
proved a foul ball: stiff and uninter- 
esting biography. “Dewar Rides” 
was overdone Hardy, in which L. A. 
G. Strong made Fate more fateful, 
the moors more brooding, deaths more 
lasting, and innocent seduction, incest. 
But it was no worse than “Gallow’s 
Orchard.” Chase’s “Prosperity: Fact 
or Myth” was a cold-water douche 
down the backs of the Hoover pros- 
perity shouters, with a_ clear-eyed 
view of the actual situation. ‘‘Com- 
mando” was a lulu. A youthful auto- 
biography of a Boer War vet, it threw 
much light on a very obscure time and 
event. It ought to become a_ boys’ 
Harris’ “Reminiscences as a 
Cowboy” achieved the distinction of 
being clean and interesting, unusual 
for Harris. “Master of the Day of 
Judgment” was mysterious mysticism, 
a picaresque novel of Vienna and a 
superior shocker. We'll pass gently 
by “Prize Poems—1913-1929.” “The 
Return of the Hero” was an example 
of Finn-MacCumhal Boni’s love for St. 
Pathrick and the ould sod and the fey 
wind tousling the red bheards o’ the 
happy heroes. And this month comes 
Reznikoff’s “By the Waters of Man- 
hattan,” an unpretentious and sincere 
novel of some Russian-Jewish immi- 
grants before and after imbibing of 
these magic, metropolitan gold-bearing 
waters. Nota bad lineup, eh, boy? 
We don’t know how Mr. Boni 
treats his authors under the fifty-cent 
arrangement, but then authors were 
meant to suffer in order to have 
something to write about. Also 
there are no blurbs to these books. 
This makes it rather tough on the 
critic. He is forced to read them 


classic. 
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through and improve his mind. 

Alas! that Big Bill Tilden should 
take such precious time as he did to 
write the novel “Glory’s Net.” Aside 
from a few sarcastic remarks on those 
tyrants who control the politics of the 
game, it contains little that will help 
your service or your mind. 

Jean Cocteau’s “Enfants Terrible’ 
is a lethal bloom in the garden of 
neuroses. Mons. Jean, who has a pas 
sion for having his photo snappel 
while reclining in a make-believe death 
bed with his death mask next him, 
also likes to capture rare and macabre 
dramas such as this. Concerning the 
events leading up to the killing within 
a brother-and-sister incestuous rela 
tionship, it undoubtedly has stretches 
of good psychology, but it is not good 
tragedy. We get the feeling Jeanis being 
maudlin over a phoney tragedy. The 
whole thing—book, character and au 
thor—ought be turned over to some ex 
pert psychiatrist as a case for solving 
Ah! these young wicked Frenchmen! 

The ladies—heaven help us !—hay 
ing found a substitute for work in 
washing machines and earning hus 
bands, and finding time heavy on their 
hands, naturally have taken to writing 
novels. Weekly their output comes 
pouring in—distinguished by _ its 
worthiness, intelligence and effort but 
varying little in its better-than-average 
mediocrity. As woman grows freer and 
fatter the prospect of this output grow- 
ing proportionately is rather alarming. 
Think of the destruction of forests to 
get paper, alone! Female slaverv has 
its points, Mrs. Pankhurst! 

Still the newer “phrails” aren’t bad 
Lady Smith’s “Red Wagon” is a 
crackerjack yarn about English circus 
life. That is, if, after the thousands 
of real-life-behind-the-tinsel novels. 
circuses still hold glamor for you. 
Alice Rosman’s “Young and Secret” 
is a pleasant, amusing crack at that 
old younger vs. older generation prob 
lem. Youth still wins out, Mr. Fitz 
gerald. Kathleen Coyle’s “Flock of 
Birds” is superior Irish revolution 
stuff. (There was a revolution, wasn’t 
there?) Marg. A. Barnes “Years of 
Grace” is one of those four-genera 
tions things, carrying the virtues of its 
type to the highest degree. Lastly, 
Helen Ashton’s “Dr. Serocold” takes 
a country doctor twenty-four hours 
around the clock, doing its task with 
as little fuss or excitement as the time 
piece itself. But it has a fine, deep 
quality of humanness. —Terp SHANE 
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I Know a Girl 


S" THINKS pineapples grow on pine 
trees, that hemlocks are part of a 
pig's leg, generally served with sauer- 
kraut, and that oak trees are trees 
that are all right in every respect; 
but she says she loves the woods. 

When I told her there were over ten 
different varieties of fir trees, she said 
she knew there were quite a lot, and a 
girl couldn’t be too careful, which was 
why she always bought her furs in a 
reliable store. 

She thinks catalpas are what they 
use to shoot airplanes off of battle- 
ships with, that forest preserves are 
canned wild fruits, and that when 
there is a forest fire the only trees left 
are ashes. 

When I asked her if she’d ever 
cared for a sapling, she said that she 
thought she had, because she'd taken 
care of her little cousin once and he 


grew up to be a terrible sap. 


She thinks that a birch is the little 
swing in a bird’s cage, that trees with 
divided trunks are pear trees, and that 
the balm she puts on her head when 
she has a headache comes from palm 
trees. No one knows what her head- 


aches come from. 


CARROLL CARROLL 





She 
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merely carried the daisy 


chain, and yet . 


The Echoes Are There 


The only way Senator Borah could 
get anyone to echo his sentiments 
would be for him to get into mountain 
country. 


The Chicago press has declared a 
war against criminals. And, say we, 
the American Mercury might also join 
in the fight against them by firing 
back a few of their manuscripts. 


A news item SAVS that railroad cars 
of the future will be artificially 
cooled. Our recollection is that this 
has been in practice for several win 
ters. 


The stock market break was so se 
vere that a lot of brokers have been 
reduced to writing books on how to 
beat the market. 


A director of talking movies must 
detect the slightest sound, even to the 
tinkling of coins in the box-offices 
thousands of miles away. 


What we like about a modern apart- 
ment is you can answer the door, kick 
the dog, open a window, look in the 
refrigerator, and turn on the radio 
without getting up out of your chair. 


Parents at a summer resort join in hiring a shepherd to take care of the children. 























[* the course of a conversation in a 

factory yard it was mentioned that 
a man who was passing had, at one 
time, been in a mental home. 

“But he looks quite sane to me,” 
said one. 

“Sane? Oh, yes, he’s sane enough. 
And he’s the only chap in the district 
that’s got a paper to prove it.” 

—Tir-Birts 


B=3* Leonarp has been enticing 

robust howls with it since he quit 
the prize ring. The one-time light- 
weight champ was called on at the 
opening of a beach club and after the 
roof-lifting ovation subsided, he swift- 
ied: “Ladies and gentlemen, I cannot 


sing and I cannot dance—but I'll 
fight anyone in the house!” 


Dairy Mirror 


Psnv0n me, sir,” Mrs. Portly ad- 
dressed a fellow train passenger, 
“but would you mind assisting me off 
at the next stop? You see, I am very 
large, and when I get off I have to go 
backward, so the conductor thinks I 
am trying to get aboard and helps me 
on again. He has done this the last 
three times I’ve tried to get off.” 
—PATHFINDER 
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The Last Unexplored Place on Earth 


26 











drowsy 


after | 


dinner? 











EN there’s sleep in your 
eyes from eating more than 
is good for you, chew Beeman’s to 
help your digestion. 
Over 30 years ago, Dr. Beeman 
originated this delicious gum, 
knowing well that people needed 
such a delightful aid to digestion. 
A pleasant digestive aid, Beeman’s 
has also won millions of users for 
its smoothness and keen flavor. 


BEEMAN’S 


PEPSIN GUM 
aids digestion 


vou a Sailor.” 





The Theatre 


(Continued from page 16) 


“Listen, you, I come in 
hat!; and the 
boys are Paris; 
. with the 
“When we 


won't stop at 


here for a one: “So 


vou going to where 


will you stop there? excru 
gets to 
anything !”’ 
This, then, is the species of wicked 
humor that folks get in the burlesque 
sinks of And it is helped 
along and further enriched, 
to Rev. 
the show 


ciating reply, 


Paris we 


iniquity. 
according 
he tore 


acts of vari 


Johnson, by the sale 
and between the 
articles of an unheard-of and un 


Gallie 


what, 


ous 


believable nature. These in 


clude with 
wink, are 


postcards, 


many a_ significant 


whispered to be “French 
and when I 
you get me!” and are 
found to be pictures of the 
Tower, the Café de and 
French 
, friends, 


gents, say 
French, 
quently 
Eiffel la Paix 


the Longchamps race course; 


subse 


moving pictures “Andsay 
look at ‘em will make 
and put ice on your forehead !’’—the 


one you run out 
said French moving pictures showing 
a girl standing on an iron street-grat 


ing and the air blowing her skirts up 


to her knees: and a small book en 
titled “‘Harem Poems,” the star fea 
ture of which is the following hots 
totsy : 

Once there was a Sultan, 


He was big and strong, 
And fifty adored him 
And never thought of 


wives 
wrong. 


But one day, 
While the 


sad to tell you, 
Sultan was 





away, 
The Sultan’s insultin’ iceman 
Stole all the wives away. 
Notice 


If you know of any such freak 


laws as appear on page 12 of 
this issue, send them to JupGe 
and you will receive $5 for any 
that we are able to use. 


The 


appearing in 


the laws 


and to 


contributors of 
this 


whom we have paid $5 each are: 


issue 


Alice Nadine Morrison, Duns- 
muir, Calif. 

Ralph B. Leach, Long Beach, 
Calif. 


Ludwig Wirth, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
J. Wener, 
H. C. Laird, 


Cambridge, Mass. 


Monroe, La. 











—Mtention, 


PRIZE 


COMMITTEES 


Here are prizes out of the ordinary 
attractive, new and useful 


Priced to fit your budget 


Imperial Desk Set 
Green onyx Base, 18x11% inches, 
esigned for the business executive by 
James Cady Ewell. Includes a de luxe 
black-and-pearl or green and-pearl 
convertible Parker Duofold Per and 
Pencil. This is the Rolls Rovce of all 


de 





Desk Sets. Other sets $100 and lower. 






| 
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Smart New Bridge Sets 
Set of 4 Bases with Vest-Parker 
Pencils to mate h in black and red. 
Chrome-plated—ivory enamel top 
surface with card suit in color 
Single base (with pencil) $6.50. 





**Vest-Parker’’ Pens 
and Pencils for Golf 

Midget Parker Duofolds —con- 
| vertible for use in pocket or Desk Set. 
L xcellent for golf-scoring. 


The Parker Pen Company, Janesville, Wis. 


Parker 


DESk SETS 





























THE LETTERS 


of 
MARION FISHER 


Dear Hortense: 


W HOOPEE! What a week-end. Been 

down to the Otterson's on Long Island. 
Not a dull moment, ma cherie, from 
Friday's filet to Monday morning's ham- 
and-eggs! 


Well, when | got back to my 2 rooms 
and kitchenette, | was just bursting with 
gratitude. No bread-and-butter letter 
could have told them the half of it, no 
matter how many Emily Postscripts | 
had used. So | racked my brains (don't 
say “if any") and the more | racked the 
less | knew what to send them. And 
then suddenly | got the Grand Inspira- 
tion! I'd send them a weekly visitor 
that wouldn't come late to meals and 
that wouldn't burn holes in the rugs. 


No sooner said than subscribed! That 
day | sent them a two years’ subscription 
to JUDGE. Result: They're overjoyed. 
Oscar has lost his grouch. Sue smiles 
her way through breakfast, and every- 
body's happier than ever before! 


Go thou and do likewise! And don't 
forget to ‘phone me some evening soon 
and I'll drop an extra carrot in the soup 
for dinner. 


Joyously yours, 


M——~ 


* * 


The best way to pay a debt of grati- 
tude is to send a subscription to JUDGE, 
the modern, mannerly method & la mode 
of saying “Thanks!"’ Use the coupon 


below. 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO. INC. 7-26-30 


18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 


D ludge: 


Please send Jud kly f 
© 1 year $4.00 
t 7.20 

[) 21 week 2.00 
to 
Address 
City State .nccccseces . 
for which enclosed please find my check. 
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Mr. Lenz has held, fourteen times, the National and International Bridge and Whist Championships. 
Those who follow ti lepartment of Judge will understand why Wilbur C. Whitehead has said: “Sidney 
Lenz is undoubtedly the most remarkable card player the world has ever known. 

fr. Lenz will welcome correspondence from Judae readers and will give advice and answer questions 
related to Auction and Contract provided correspondents send stamped addressed envelopes for reply. 


HERE is nothing quite so exasperat- 

ing at the Bridge-table as when 
players, whose turn it is to play, hesi- 
tate an unconscionable time as if mak- 
ing up their minds which card to play 
and then have it develop that the hand 
contained only one card of the suit. 
Some players believe that such tactics 
are smart and clever, instead of being 
unethical and denoting a low form of 
deceit. Ifa player holds two or more 
cards of the suit, he may have some 
doubt as to which card to play, but 
holding a singleton, he must play that 
card or revoke, so the re is no excuse 
for hesitancy. I have seen players 
snipe a trick and save the game by 
such doubtful chicanery and try and 
excuse themselves by saying they were 
thinking of the next play. How much 
nicer it would be to wait until the next 
play came around! 

During the course of the bidding, 
however, many close points may be 
under consideration and often a cer- 
tain amount of thought is required to 
arrive at a decision. Such hesitancy 
should usually be as informatory to 
the adversaries as to the partner. In 
the deal illustrated last week a great 
number of points would have been 
saved if the Declarant had been able 
to properly interpret the justifiable 
and honest hesitancy of the adversary. 





The Bidding 
WEST NORTH EAST 


|Pass 3 Hearts 


SOUTH 





1 Spade | Double 





ee fe | 
Pass t Hearts \Pass 5 Clubs 





| Pass 


5 Diamonds \Pass |7 Hearts 





Pass Pass Pass? 





The Demand system of bidding, 
with Ace showing, led the declaration 
into a logical Grand Slam contract 
and if the trump suit had not been 
unfortunately distributed, there would 
have been nothing to the play of the 
hand. The North hand was_ not 
overly strong in quick trick values 
and passed every time until East’s 
final bid. Then North indulged in 
deep thought for an appreciable time, 
but passed with great reluctance. It 
might be noted that both sides were 
vulnerable. 

The opening lead was the King of 
Spades, which East trumped and led 
the Jack of Hearts. South did not 
go into a trance, but played a low 
card quite naturally. The dummy 
went up with the King and of course 
the Queen of Hearts could not be 
shut out, and the contract went on the 
rocks for one trick. The Declarant 
contended that North’s hesitancy in- 
fluenced him into believing that if a 
finesse was necessary it should be 
taken against that hand. In other 
words, he thought North hesitated 
whether or not to double. while, as a 
matter of fact, North’s only question 
was whether he should bid for a 
Grand Slam in Spades and take a 
penalty in preference to giving up the 
game. With all the high cards lo- 
cated, East might have read the situ- 
ation correctly and marked North 
void of Hearts as the only excuse for 
considering a bid of seven Spades. 
The lead of the Ace of Hearts would 
have been a grand play. 
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High Hat 
(Continued from page 21) 


Automobile Tourist Agency at 11 
E. 42d St., the idea being to provide 
you a paying passenger if you're driv- 
ing West or provide you a someone 
with a car if you want to be a passen- 
ger. The rates are very low—between 
twenty and thirty to and 
forty-three-fifty to Frisco or Los An- 


Chicago 
geles—or just enough to cover costs 
of half the gas and oil. 

Wealthy ladies whose dogs cannot 
stand railway travel are frequent ap- 
There 


looking gents 


plicants. have been rough- 
wanting to go to Chi- 
cago who have been turned down flat. 
“It’s not that kind of a ride,” Mr. 
Preciado tells them. The other day a 
breathless driver dashed in the office 
and cried: “I’m leaving for the Coast 


in twenty minutes—find me a passen- 


ger!” Mr. Preciado did what he usu- 
ally does under the circumstances, 


lights a Murad. 
dashed another breathless gent, crying 


And, sure enough, in 


“Can you get me a car for the Coast 
right away?” 

The thing is likely to develop a 
type of bum who rides on the rear 
tire. Also, I can see someone stop- 
ping to pick up his passenger and 
finding out he has to take a load of 
furniture along, too. And I wonder 
who will be the first to make the trip 
in a rumble-seat all the way. Remem- 
ber, too, young ladies, there is no 
walking home from Kansas City. 


Encyclopaedia Brittanica Rules the 
Waves 

[= been handed an encyclopedia as 

a gift. What good all the infor- 
mation will be after I’ve read thru the 
whole thing; or when I'll get a chance 
to get into it at all are childish mys- 
teries compared to the mystery of the 
back compartment of its cabinet. You 


see, the books stand on one side of a | 


handsome table-case which has two 
compartments for this purpose. One 
in front and one in back. If you 


stand the case to the wall, it leaves a 
back compartment completely vacant. 

At the moment all I can think of is 
to put the radio back there and forget 
it. Or it would be 
crawl when a husband comes home too 
early. Or you know the one about 
old razor-blades. I'd try shoving the 
Frigidaire back there, but some of it 
would stick out. Of course by stock- 
ing a boogey-man, it would be a handy 


a swell spot to 


place to threaten to send baby. True, 
it’s too small tor an indoor golf 


course, and so I imagine I’ll simply 
use it for the reason they probably 
put it there. Do any of you remember 
a law which was known as the Noblest 
Experiment of Them All? Well, the 
compartment will hold about 

—JupGeE, Jr. 
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When you have lost your clé de 


nuit (night key) and are discovered 


trying to break into your own 7 Yv ‘\ 
MA = 
a 


house . jj. 
j 


be nonchalant . . 


y £, 


. + retain your équilibre (poise) 
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The absent-minded professor drops his anchor, 
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Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 166 
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Horizontal 


1 4 hole in one. 
6. A pickup at the fountain. 
11. This was a ticklish matter for grandma. 
12. These keep the hired man from the farmer’s daughter. 
14. Have an argument. 
15. Outside stuff 
15 16. From the rockbound coasts of Maine to the sunny shores 
o” California 
18. These support wallfiowers. 
lo 17 19. What the movie star does to her eyes in the morning 
21. This is what they saw when they looked the gift horse in 
the mouth. 
22. This appeared before poor Yorick 
23. The ideal caddy for a miniature golf course. 
24. Female baritone. 
25. Devil's food 








26. A false beard and a pair of gumshoes. 
27. To seek, in the Scotch manner 
28. What sort of heavyweight is Carnera? 














30. The kind of suit that shines in society 

31. A future Californian, if you will believe the Californians. 
33. This should be apparent to everyone 

36. These chaps know their business from the ground up 





40. If a pedesirian were to be crossed with a kangaroo he 




















might get this way. 
41. This is quite polite 
42. This keeps the loud speaker going 
43. The true stories in the confession magazines. 
44. Pure drivel 
$5. Mexican iron man 
46. Fools for womer 
by) 47. A priceless girl 
48. This is handled by a Giant every day 
49. Swiss Navy, you know how 
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The kind of a girl that men remember. 
51 Curkos 

53. This was taken before breakfast 

55. The man who pays and pays and pays 
56. This often gets a bit down in the mouth 
Underground workers 




















Vertical 











Submitted by N. W. Morton, Kitchener, Ontario, Canada, Judge pays $10 fi 





1. Copper country 
2. These are taken before the bar 

100° Americans; Dora thinks they're Boy Seout 
4. When they say this a man is really down and out 











5. This chap believes in having a gay time 
6. Wallingford’s stock-in-trade 

Quaker’s pronoun 

8. Proletariat Pullman. 
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9. Exist 
10. Pronoun. 
11. The man who stops the puck 








13. Satisfied and smiling 
r each puzzle printed. 14. This is what the drunken sophomore attended 
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PICKWICK 


ALE <4 STOUT 


At the better clubs, hotels and restaurants 
Bottled only at the brewery of 


HAFFENREFFER & CO., BOSTON, MASS. 














EXTRA! NEW EDITION! 


Announcing 
Judge’s Second 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book 


Ever since the first book of Cross-Word Puzzles from 
JUDGE appeared and a cheering audience learned that 
“a kick in the pants” in four letters was no longer 
“boot” but “pint,” the brighter fans have been champing 
their wits in impatience for another such collection of 
flip and fascinating puzzles. Here they are—fifty of the 
most amusing that our contributors have yet devised for 
the divertissement of readers who, having developed a 
nose for gnus, are ready to pursue livelier game. 


No less than two distinguished authorities bow in this 
spritely collection. The foreword is by M. Lincoln Schuster, 
of Simon and Schuster, the Great White Fathers of 
cross-word puzzle books, and the introduction by the 
world-famed Frank Sullivan. 


Order Your Copy Now! Fifty new puzzles, five thousand 
new laughs, all for $1.50. 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 7-26-20 
18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs 


Judge's Second Cross-Word Puzzle 


Please> send n mm ¢ 
eer 


Book, at $1.50 each, fc 


copi 
r which 1 
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BUTCHART 
-NICHOLLS 


GOLF 
CLUBS 


FULL LINE OF 
WODDS AND IRONS 
ASK YOUR PRO - HE SELLS THEM 


BUTCHART-NICHOLLS CO. SPRINGDALE.CONN. 












We are interested in purchasing the 
issues of Judge listed below in order to 


omplete our record files. 


1909: December 4 
1911: May 13 and 20 
1920: January 17 
If you know where these issues cat 
obtained, please write 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INc. 
18 East 48th St., New York City 




















THRE 


CAVALIER 


\ hotel that’s the charming fulfillment of 
the wish of those who are a bit tired of the 
“same old places” but who want the same 
old comforts—plus. 

Private seabeach, Beach Club, Cabanas. 18- 
hole golf courses. Riding Academy with 
gaited thoroughbreds. All outdoor sports. 
Indoor sea-water pool. Famous cuisine. 
Easily accessible by fine motor roads. 
Pullman to hotel grounds. By steamer 
from many points. Ask for booklet. 






C. V. DELAHUNT, 
Managing Director 





17. Connubial fairy tale 
” This is always bet 1 
21. Baited suckers 

23. Weekend tyrant 


| 24. To the left sice 


26 \ high boy 
Ovster’s overs 


29. Dora alwa g My Wand 3 
0 \ slow k 

33. This w 
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Making Sure 


Wilson, the commercial traveler. 
looked at the long list of calls and the 
list of trains he had to catch during 
the week’s trip. 

“T don’t mind getting up early in 
the morning.’ he ventured: ‘but 
you've left very little time for me to 
have my meals.” 

“You can eat on the trains,” re 
plied his employer. “‘You can’t waste 
much time with all those calls to 
make a 

Wilson departed and a week later 
he returned to the office. 

“Well,” asked his employer, “got a 
good bunch of orders?” 

Wilson hesitated for a moment and 
then said cheerfully: “Well, I haven't 
got any orders, sir, but I caught all 
those blooming trains.” 


_ ANSWI RS 


Maid (to spring-cleaning mistress 

There are half a dozen men down 
stairs with vacuum-cleaners. They 
say they have appointments to give 
demonstrations. 

Mistress—Yes, I sent for them. 
Put them in different rooms and tell 
them to get busy. Hvumorist1 

Speaking of the good old days, do 
you remember the old-fashioned girl 
who used to make ash receivers out of 
cigar bands? Well, she now has a 
daughter who makes one out of the 
parlor rug. 
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Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 








Home 


at night... 


loa 


STATLER 





When evening comes, and 
your body is tired and your 
nerves are frayed, it’s a real 
comfort to get back to your 
Statler room and yourown easy 
chair where you can relax with 
a book from the Statler library. 

In addition, you have your 
own private bath — radio re- 
ception—a_ luxurious _ bed 
with a soft, inner-spring hair 
mattress and a bed-head lamp 
—full length mirror — cir- 
culating ice water — and, in 
the morning, a newspaper 
under your door. 

You can be sure of these 
comforts in every Statler - 
and sure, also, of service by 
employees who are (rained, 
courteous and_ helpful — of 
fair, fixed rates posted in every 
room — and your satisfaction 
guaranteed. 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST.LOUIS 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
[Mote/ Pennsylvania \ 


























“M y goodness,” exclaimed the stran- 

i : e ° 

ger who had dropped into the 

police court, “they've caught a pretty 

tough lot this morning, haven’t they?” 
“You're looking at the wrong lot,” 


said his neighbor. “Those aren’t the 


They're the lawy ers!” 


Tit-Birts 


prisoners. 





TESTIMONIAL 


{fter using one box of your 


reme dy, my h usband was abso- 
lutely cured of his habit of slee p 


walking. Mrs. Siras S. Smiru 


Neo-Einstein Stirs Savants ! 


(Continued from page 10) 


been questing since the dawn of sci- 
ence.” 
“Which is?” 
by the witchery of his word-magice. 
“Simply this,” boomed the Profes 
sor. “That it’s all right to get jilted, 
ut you should never get drunk in the 


I gasped, enthralled 


process, 


get drunk. 
to get in there while you stay locked 


The process is no place to 
Somebody else may want 


in, selfishly keeping everybody on 
Stay out of the 
process and the pennies will take care 


tenterhooks outside. 


of themselves. And now, young man, 
I will ask you to leave, first having 
returned to me that fly-paper you've 
been sitting on since you came in 
he re ky, 

Which is the true and unvarnished 
reason why I happened to be walking 
down Evans Street without any pants 
on last Monday afternoon. 








hy 


“Yer needn’t be so bloomin’ 
perky; I knew yer when yer 
couldn’t get a decent job.” — 

—TaTLer 
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ArT seeing the average American 
man in those abbreviated gar- 
ments they're wearing this season, 
one of the country’s greatest needs 
seems to be a slogan “Don’t sell 
America shorts!” 
—Tue Sun 
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Nw lel 


Girv’s Fatuer—By the way, young 
man, if you happen to be a Mormon, I’ve got two more daughters. 
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FIFTY-ONE 

brand new mixtures 
with famous Pick- 
Me-Ups and Morn- 
ing-After Beverages. 


Now a Bigger "2 Better HERE’S HOW! 











PLUS 
THIRTY-TWO 
Famous Old Timers 
topped off with new 


toasts and wisecracks 


NOBLE 


EXPERIMENTS 


The THIRD of the famous HERE’S HOW! books 


By JUDGE, JR. 


COLLECTION of ror recipes from divers practitioners 
of the so-called Lost Art. Long, cool drinks, hot drinks, 
all the new successes—from The Nip and Tuck to the Maiden's 
Prayer. Plus 32 Old Favorites you may have forgotten. Among 
others are included the favorite concoctions of Heywood Broun, 
Florenz Ziegfeld, Milt Gross, George Jean Nathan, Walter 








S Winchell, Bruce Bairnsfather,Ralph Barton, Roland Young and f 
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iff 
you 
like 


Lemon 


Inimitable...juicy...rich with 
an incomparable flavor...like 
the fruit itself...Lemon Life 
Savers are winning a nation- 
wide popularity overnight... 
the flayor actually flows from 
these delectable drops. 


Perfectly packaged . . . sealed 
tightly for protection... now 
in the famous Life Saver shape 
... these little fruit rings come 
for your approval... fresh... 
dainty... tantalizing... an 
* Amazing New Taste Sensation! 
Buy the foursome... Lemon, 
Lime, Orange and Grape. 
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QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, N Y.C. 





